4 Newbury St., Boston, 


October 19, 1918, 


, My dear Helen: 

I want to send you my little book about 
Walter Dodd, But I do not know whether you are still 
in California facing the camera with a bravery born of 
ignorance like the bravery of a young soldier, or in 
Russia advising Lenin, or in Forest Hills congratulating 
Max Eastman on having fuddled two subies, and lending 
him maney on the strength of his lack of conviction, 


If I have to pursue you to the ends of the earth - 


I sometimes think there ought to be an end to the whole earth 


and everything on it - I shall get this small book 
into your small hands, There ane not many words in it 
and the type is large, so that it can be read with ease, 
That is one of its virtues. Another is that it is well 
written and so will contribute to your education in 
English style. But its chief interest is that it is 
the story of another good fellow like you who did 

a good job,unhindered in spirit though severely 
damaged in body. 


Yours ever affectionately 


*) 


3 Newbury St., Boston, 


February 21, 1919. 


My dear Helen: 

I am indeed glad to hear from you again, and 
I did not even guess that your silence was due to unhappy 
feelings, I quite understand that you did not like my 
refusal to appear in tne picture, and I au afraid I 
must bring myself to understand, or to recognize, that 
you will never, never understand wny it was emotionally, 
psychologically impossible Sian me to play a pert in tnat 
arama, I simply could not do it. If you cannot see it, 
no explanation of mine can ever make vou see it. The 
most difficult thing in the world is not to arrange the 
terms of a World Peace or to compose a new religion but 
to make th: other fellow understand a state of mind which 
to oneself is simple, or if not simple, at least clear 
and fixed, It was not quite fair of you, my dear, to 
infer that I did not want to hear from you. For I wrote to 
a you when I came hone, the letter which you yourself say 
: reached you in Los Angeles, long after I wrote from Denver. 
a 1 dio want to hear from you end I do want to see you, I shall 
see you soon, if the gods are good = they needn't even oe 
good - if they will only refrain from celestial interference 


with my quite reasonable and modest plan to come to New York 


to see Mother and you and one or two other rebels, But 
¥ that my "soon" will be a shorter fragment of 


eternity than a month. I seem to be condemned to stay in 
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4 


this City of Dreadful Nignt. The only hunan rays that have 


“) 


lignted my darkness recently have been tne return of 
Roger Lee from France and a brief visit fron Walter 
Arensberg, We are all stumbling in the dark, especially 
the politicians; I hope you have no ambition to lignt then 
on their way; they are hopeless, 
I am glad that you didn't follow the detestable fashion 
of having influenza, for I assume from the fact that you 
did not refer to.your health that you and Annie have been 
‘well. Nobody thinks of. talking about his health when, he 
feels fine. I was knocked down twice - very gentle taps 
whicn the doctor refusea to take saggy seriously, though 
ne allowed me to stay in bed for a fev days. Seing 
naturally lazy I availed myself of his pernissicn. I. have 
often been in bed when I ought to be up and as often been 
up when i owent to be in bed. But this was my first 
experience for many years of spending more. than 
24 consecutive hours between sheeis. 
it is a Hell of a world, despite your optimism, and 
quite aside from your or anyone else's personal un- 
happinesses, I fear that the President is coming home 
leaving his tale behind him. And he, for all his faults, 
is the only real statesman in the crowd, 

I will send you my little book ahout Walter Dodd, 
His was a great life which I was fortunate enough not to 
spoil in the telling. . 


or has a poem of mine, probably too long 


to: print, Floyd Dell says it is a masterpiece. He is” 


kindly mistaken, It is not ea wasterpiece. But it is good. 
If you read it you will not immediately forget it. 

for the rest, so far as my unimportant self, but 
all the self I have, is concerned, it has been a 
barren year. Thank the Lord, we don't have to live L% 
again. AS has been said oy tne Italian poet Leopardi, 
whori Flavio will introduce to you if you do not know 
him ( I have only the French of his prose): “avec 
l'année nouvelle, le destin va enfin nous traiter 
ferovdblenent, vous-et moi, tow le monde, et nous 
allons @tre heureux.” But Leopardi, who was 
the cathetic prince of pessimists, said Lt ironically, 
and irony seems to be the only courageous and 
endurable attitude to take toward the world. 

However, there is a Sympetnetic and effectionate 
attitude which we can hold, if not toward the world, 
certainly toward some individual sufferers in it. 

Don't forget that though you are a woman and are © 
crippled and handicapped, and I 4am a man in perfect 

health and with nothing to complain of, nevertheless I have 
at least as much need of your affection and generosity 

as you ever-had of mine, 


I love you, ; 


3 Newbury St-, Boston, 


lily dearest Helen: 

Il am glad that you are still shooting arrows 
of riotous righteousness, Some of them Lay get tarough 
the hide, or the eaeled, of the dragon, and as others 
are shooting at him, perhaps sone day he May succumb to 
the combined attack. That consoles us when we realize that 
our little single darts are ineffectual and that the 
dragon, like the French king, is an unconscivnable 
time dying, gentlemen, The painful thing about it 1s 
that in trying to slay tne real enemy one has to 
wound some very fine people, hrs. Thaw, for instance, 

And in the effort to keep on your feet, which is your 
right and duty, you heve to knock somebudy else down, 
Then, if you are sensitive, you are nurt because you had 
to hit a good fellow ana you almost wish that he had 
killed you outright and put an ena to your part in 
the sorry business. The other dey I hac a niserable 
talk with poor old Stone Booth, wno is lenuing 
himself to @ movement which i consiacer unjust and 
cruel, He considers that I am unjust, misled and 
ethically blind. And there you are! some day I 
will tell you about the row. It is too silly 

to retail in a letter. 

Of course you will send me anything you write that you 
want me to see. I still hola a modest intellectyel 
mortgage on some of your ideas; thougn 1 am only the agent, 
and the real-holders ‘are horrid commercial Jews like. 
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Karl Marx, Tolstoy, Debs and Rolland. JI know that some of 
these wicked usurers, Jesus Shrist and others, own the 
bulk of your menta property without ny intervention. 
Isn't it sweet to be held in bondage to such onpressors, 
who whip*you with the lash of thought, bina you with 
the chains of synlipthy, and violate all the labor laws 
oy keeping you. ee than eignt nours a day at 
tasks which. they impose! 

I enclose a copy of a sonnet to Debs. I think i told 
you that I called on him tnis summer in Terre Haute, 
He is an extraordinary wixture of saint anc fighter. 

I have a thousand things to say to you. But I am too 
lazy to write them. 1 have been in or near bed for two 
or three days and it is alnost physical labor, like. 
saving wood, to nunch the keys of this machine, And 
I must write, not pleasant letters, or even unpleasant ones — 
that I should like to write, but something that sonevody 
will buy. So you will forgive this short and stupid note. 


Forever loving you, 


pie 


5 Newbury St., Boston, 


. ' ~ 
Patriots Way, 1919. 


Dear Annie: 

I saw Arthur Page of Doubleday Page & Co, He 
sees a great opportunity ana wil ‘ue the matter up with 
other members of the firm, He thinks the way to work is 
througn the exhibitor, Shubert, or whoever it way be, 
Probably they will meke a special edition with a somewhat 
flamboyant cover and two or three new pictures, perhaps 
from the film, I will write to the Century Company 
and see.the President, Morgan Shuster, next time I come over. 
Page thinks that 4elen should heve 2 new book in the autumn 
when the picture will be at its neight, 
| eT ee soon as the contract is signed between you and 
the exhibitor, write or telepnone Arthur Page immediately 
and he will go to work. 

Telegraph me when the revised film is ready to be shown, 
I am very anxious to see the visible projected result of our 
work, As I think it over my imagination fails to discover 
any flaws. 


Love to all. 


fobs 


The Film Edition of the Life to sell for a dollar. hx 
‘"Out of the Dark" to be kept in its present form, but 


perhaps reduced in price. 


